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A Bargain in Standard Biographies 
RICH HALF MOROCCO BOUND VOLUMES 


“Heroes of History” 


QR American homes 


need to be 


now 
as never before 
the 


illuminated by presence of 


heroes and heroines. The thoughts 


of all 


women are turning toward liter- 


serious minded men and 
ature of an inspiring and help- 
ful nature. The demand of the 
times is for red blooded men and 
women of high purpose, of the 
type of the illustrious charac- 
ters whose lives are so entertain- 
ingly set forth in these superb 
Let 
and fear be banished 
the 


which we are 


biographies. the shadows 


of doubt 
from every hearthstone, in 


great cause for 





now arming, as the result of the 


inspiring lessons found in these volumes. 


Pick Them Out—Only $1 Each 


The Publisher’s Catalogue price for these beautifully 
bound and printed books was $3.50 each. ‘The size of 
each volume is 7 7-8 inches by 5 5-8 inches. They are bound 
in rich red Half Morocco with gold tooled backs, gold tops 
and silk book-marks, and printed in large, clear type on laid 
The retirement from business 


paper. of the publisher has 
made this offer possible — BUT WE WERE ABLE TO 
GET ONLY A FEW COPIES OF EACH TITLE. There- 


fore. your order should reach us at once. 


Titles of the 22 Volumes 


AMERICAN PATRIOTS MAKERS OF HISTORICAL 


George Washington by Sparks EPOCHS 
Ulysses S. Grant by Headley Christopher Columbus by Irving 
Nathan Hale by Holloway Joan of Arc by Michelet 
John Paul Jones by Otis Charlemagne by Hodgkin 
Daniel Boone by Hartley Oliver Cromwell by Hood 
David Crockett An Autobiography William the Silent by Harrison 
Kit Carson by Burdett Frederick the Great by Kugler 
Admiral Nelson by Southey 
Julius Caesar by Froude 
Alexander the Great by Williams 
William the Conqueror by Freeman 
Alfred the Great by Hughes 
Queen Elizabeth by Beesly 


FAMOUS ADVENTURERS 
AND EXPLORERS 


Captain John Smith by Simms 
David Livingstone by Hughes 
Henry M. Stanley by Montefiore 


Select one or as many volumes as you like. Send with 
your order $1.00 for each book selected. Delivery charges 
prepaid. Money back if not satisfied. Prompt action neces- 
sary for full choice. Never again such a bargain. 





Brunswick Subscription Co., 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


J.o 


D. wana 


Nit 








Vol. LXXIII September |, 1917 No. 1872 


na 


Now Has the Largest Circulation of 
any Humorous Publication in America 


Judge 


O 


Cc N T E N - 


Rattled 
Full-page Drawirg) 


Painted by ROBT. ROBINSON 
R. B. FULLER 


Cover Design: 
“Me und Gott” 
Editorials: Picking a Profession —Sixes and Sevens 

Drawn by R. B. FULLER 
BENJAMIN de CASSERES 
LEE SHIPPEY 

Drawn by AUGUST HENKEL 
ARTHUR CHAPMAN 

Drawn by J. R. SHAVER 
ORSON LOWELL 

LAWTON MACKALL 

Drawn by J. R. SHAVER 

A Changed Ambition STRICKLAND GILLILAN 
Not to Be Divulged~ - - - - Drawn by A. WEIL 
Miss Chatterbox: A War-Time Portrait CHARLES HANSON TOWNE 
Drawn by R. B. FULLER 
MAX MERRYMAN 
ELLIS O. JONES 
DOUGLAS MALLOCH 
KENNETH L. ROBERTS 
A Thankless Role - - Drawn by C. W. ANDERSON 
After Vacation - - - - - - - WALT MASON 
TOM P. MORGAN 


Looking for U-Boats” - - - . 
About Vacations - 

The Unexpected 

A Large Order 

How to Become an Automobile Salesman 
Unappreciated Patriotism - 

Common Sense for Men (Full-page Drawing) 
His Bit 

A Sure Sign 


Curiosity - 

The Snap Shot of the Baby 
Confessions of a Parasite 

The Notion Counter - - 


Acting 


His Intention « “ “ 2 


Reassurance - - - - Drawn by CHESTER I. GARDE 
A Roundabout Revenge - - - - - J. A. WALDRON 
No Escape - - - - - WILLIAM SANFORD 

False Hope Drawn by WALTER de MARIS 
If We All Did Our Little Bit (Full-page Drawing) Cc. W. KAHLES 
At the Chattanooga Country Club - - F. L. FITHIAN 


At the Grand Cafion - - - - EDMUND VANCE COOKE 
Judge's Artistic Alphabet 

The War-Time Convert - - - - - A. H. FOLWELL 
Sentenced to Hard Labor - - JAMES T. SULLIVAN 
Dangerous Germs at the Summer Resorts KATE B. BURTON 
The Modern Woman: Suffrage Facts and Fancies ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


Suffrage Snap-shots IDA HUSTED HARPER 





Judge’s Foreign Humor, With the College Wits, Passing the Mustard, Smiles, 
and Jest and Verse by His Honor’s Humorists 

Additional Drawings and Decorations by Charles Sarka, F. Miller, Flohri, 
Zim. Kemble, Fellows, H. Palmer, George T. Gillette, and others 








sudge is printed by the Schweinler Press 





“ME UND GOTT” 














F 


CLANS 


. —— . . ( 
H. ASS Skettis ten teeteatiadial ~ ~ im i/)\P 





E D I T QO 





KR It A L § 








Picking a Profession 
ICKING a profession is a more ticklish proposition than 
P choosing a wife, or a suit of clothes, even. 

They all have their uses—your wife and your suit of 
clothes and your profession. But what makes good for the one 
doesn’t put it across for the other. You wouldn’t have much 
use for a profession that just held its style and its shape till you 
could afford to get a new one. Suppose your profession is tight 
under the armpits? You can’t blame it on the tailor. 

Suppose it’s yourself that is tight—or a little the worse for 
wear, anyhow—and the profession you swore to love, honor and 
perish threatens to leave you? You can’t blame it on the offi- 
ciating clergyman, or the best man. Swell chance you’d have 
to ship a too temperamental profession back to Reno! You 
can’t say to the profession you took for better or worse: “‘ Well, 
ta-ta! Sure—keep the kids if you want to, so long as I keep the 
limousine.” 

No, it is up to you to choose a profession and choose it right. 
It was not so in the olden days. In our grandfather’s time, 
despite the entire absence of race suicide, every child had a pro- 
fession foreordained and predetermined. The first boy was 
the lawyer, or the minister, maybe. The second was the doctor, 
the third the merchant, and so on. 
Sometimes, though, there were 
family jars over these predetermi- 
nations—not unlike the instance of 
the devout young man and his 
equally devout sweetheart who 
quarreled, and never married, be- 
cause there might be children, and 
he held for their going to the Bap- 
tist Sunday school while she was 
strong for the Methodist. 

Some times parental solicitude 
would weary, or predetermination 
give out, as in the case of the col- 


lege president who said: “I was 

the tenth child. My father said he = ——— a 
. es 

guessed I’d never know much, so pi 


he might as well make me a school- 
teacher.” 


I did. 
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I thought you said you joined the infantry.” 


“Well, what on earth are you wearing spurs for?” 


There are men who can tell “right unseen” just what card 
they need to fill a four flush, and there are men who, when pick- 
ing a profession, will draw a club to a spade hand and spend the 
rest of their lives trying to make you think they filled. 

We knew a young woman who decided to be a milliner. 
Made good, too, so far as money goes. But that poor girl, while 
no fair-minded person would call her effeminate, got fussed, and 
brooded a lot, because maybe her profession wasn’t manly. To- 
day there are girls no smarter than she is who are contentedly 
supporting their husbands while she hasn’t a thing but her meer- 
schaum and her bull pup—and all from carelessness in picking 
a profession. 

It’s a queer old world! 


Sixes and Sevens 

ENATOR Jim Ham Lewis’ discovery that the maiden 

speech of the German Chancellor, Michaelis, was a “dis- 
tinct bid for peace’ made everybody in the auctioneer 
business wish that they, too, had pink whiskers. 

* 

According to the court decisions, John Armstrong Chaloner 
has a sound mind in Virginia, but in New York it isn’t sound at 
all. Mr. Chaloner has it all over 
some of the best minds in con- 
temporaneous politics, which the 


listeners concede to be pretty 
much all sound. 
2 
Conversation isn’t what builds 


ships.—Chairman E. N. Hurley. 

That’s mighty lucky, for we 
doubt if the United States Senate 
could spare conversation enough 
to build a rowboat. 

zd 

Senator Jim Reed of Missouri 
acts as if he thought he lived in 
New York but had forgotten 
that the New York Legislature 
didn’t repeal the anti-suicide law 
after all. 
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His wife (acidly)—We'll be going now, Bertram, you've been looking for U-boats long enough! 
Avoiding the Rush 

“Why do you have this sign ‘Walk in’ on your door?” asked 
the summer visitor of the young physician who had lately hung 
out his shingle in the village. 

“That,” said the doctor, “‘is so that people who come on the 
run will not rush in and upset the nerves of patients who are 


ABOUT VACATIONS 
F Mr. Edison ever took a vacation he would doubtless 
spend it in inventing a universal vacation machine. 

A vacation is a time for meditation between two rent-days. 

Emperor William will spend his vacation trap-shooting 
Doves of Peace. 

The. poor just “‘knock off,” the middle classes ‘‘take a ahead of them.” 
vacation,” while the smart set “‘summers.” 

To enjoy your vacation take your business with 
you; it will prevent the time from hanging heavy on 
your hands. 

Constantine, late of Greece, will spend his vacation 
writing a book on “The Deportment of Retirement.” 

If you go to the mountains, observe the scenery; if to 
the ocean, observe the water—these are often overlooked. 

Don’t rush to the edge of the boardwalk every time the 
cry of “‘submarine!”’ is raised; it may only be a fat pacifist 
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beyond his depth. —Benjamin De Casseres. 
| THE UNEXPECTED 
OTWITHSTANDING the fact that insurance mag- 


nates and bookmakers become plethoric by laying 
their odds in accordance with carefully calculated “tables 
of expectations,”’ too many people habitually remark, when 
opportunity presents, that the unexpected always happens. 
q Without attempting to think for themselves, they accepted 
the ancient lie from their ancestors as an eternal truth 
and are passing it on unshattered to their descendants. 
Yet nobody, except O. Henry’s characters ever had a right 
to say the unexpected always happens. It happens 








4 frequently, but not frequently enough, in many cases. 
When anything surprising occurs, for instance, we expect | et a 
someone to remark that the unexpected always happens. A LARGE ORDER 
And then the expected nearly always happens. “Understand, if I let you paint my portrait, I not only expect a pretty picture, 
—Lee Shippey. but also, young man, take care that it looks like me!” 
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HOW TO BECOME AN AUTOMOBILE SALESMAN 


By ARTHUR 


O become a successful automobile salesman it is abso- 
lutely essential to fail in several other branches of en- 
deavor. Nobody starts out deliberately to sell automobiles. 

He drops into the business by some chance. Having achieved 
the necessary preliminary failure as a butter salesman, quite 
naturally one turnsto the automobile industry. 


% ~~) Strange we had never thought of it before! 
@..>  , With millions of dollars being spent for auto- 

‘\ te.) |} mobiles, why should we not get a share of 

| K\- | this wealth in the form of commissions? We 
\\ }!, know of a friend who has inherited some 

- \ ; /--- money—and inherited money flows into auto- 
a» a mobile channels quite as naturally as water 
y, : } flows downhill. We approach him in the in- 
% terests of the car whose advertising has 


appealed to us, and soon the deal is made. 
Thereupon we become a full-fledged automobile salesman. 

After a few weeks of work every automobile salesman’s 
heart turns to stone. A post-mortem upon the body of the 
captain of a submarine engaged in raiding passenger traffic 
would disclose a heart soft in comparison with that of any 
automobile salesman. 

It is enough to know that the victim has money. There 
are demonstrations that demonstrate little except that Machia- 
velli could learn much craft from the man at the steering wheel. 
Perhaps half an hour previously the salesman had 
been making remarks concerning the car which 
would call for censorship. These remarks, ad- 
dressed to the garage mechanician, might run as 
follows: 

* Bill, I’m with you when you say this is the worst 
boat that ever spoiled good machinery in the 
making. How the nuts bolts and rivets hold during 
a run over an asphalt street is a mystery to me. 
The inventor of that engine certainly must be in the 
mad-house to day. The car’s wheels are elliptical, 
the springs are made of pokers, the oil won’t flow 
anywhere except on the ground, and nothing short 
of a corporal’s guard could possibly put up the one- 
man top. If you can make this scow hold together 
through this demonstration there’s a five-case note 
in it for you, Bill, provided I put the sale over.”’ 

To the man in the car this song is sung: 

**She’s the finest little dust-raiser that ever stood : 
She’s grabbed so many speed cups 
that there’s a famine in ’em today. She’s got the 
sweetest running engine in the world. She’s that 
silent that she wouldn’t even make an echo if you 
drove her into the whispering gallery in the Capitol at 
Washington. And easy riding—why the only danger 
is that she'll rock you to sleep and you'll run into 


on rubber tires. 





CHAPMAN 


something before you wake up. She uses so little gasoline that 
she’s got old John D. losing sleep o’ nights worrying about his in- 
come. Didn’t you read about how this car was run from Bangor, 
Maine, to the Grand Canyon on eleven quarts of gas? Yes, 
sir—that’s a fact—figures prove it. And then the driver had 
enough gasoline left to clean his trousers with. If all touring 
cars were of this make, the sheriffs all over the country would be 
playing a regular tattoo with their hammers putting up notices 
of sale on the doors of repair men. There are seven men 
waiting for this car now, just as soon as I run her back to the 
garage, and you’d better grab her while you’ve got a chance. 
All right, I’ll stop now and you can sign the check. I’m sure 
glad you’ve seen your chance and taken advantage of it. This 
car is going to give you more entertainment than anything else 
you ever bought. You'll dream it and fairly taste it before you 
get through. You understand, of course, the price must be 
kept strictly confidential. The manufacturers would skin me 
if they knew what I took for this car. I hate to let the little 
boat go, myself. I know I never can get another just like her. 
But my loss is your gain.” 

It’s an interesting life, that of the automobile salesman, but 
it isn’t exactly the front door to the ministry. 





The world will have to be a mighty sight safer for democracy 
before they pull any abdication stuff on the baseball umpire. 
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“Oh! Bobbie, what an awful noise!” 
“I’m s’prised at you, Mother, objectin’ to me playin’ the Star Spangled Banner ” 
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Why should males swelter all summer in hot things while the women 
are cool and transparent and blowy? ‘There’s no reason at all why the 
men shouldn’t be in on this organdie and chiffon thing 
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His Bit 


By LAWTON MACKALL 


HIS home gardening movement certainly has had a wonder- 
ful effect on the food situation. One hardly could have 
imagined what an increase it would produce in appetites. 

Take the case of a man I know named Seely. Seely was a 
draughtsman with the Reliance Drainage Co. From nine till 
one and two till five he sat doubled over a drawing board, map- 
ping out beautiful new sewers. Somehow this never gave him 
any appetite. Eight years of such work developed his physique 
into the ideal one for that vocation; his torso then resembled 
the thorax of an ant, so that he was able to bring the edge of the 
drawing board to within three and a half inches of his backbone; 
and this gave him such an advantage over everybody else in 
the office, that they made him head draughtsman, because he 
could reach so far. Indeed, it is probably no exaggeration to say 
that Seely could design bigger and longer sewers than any other 
man in the world. 

In those days the most violent exercise he took was polishing 
his eyeglasses. He never did anything to get up an appetite, 
and never felt really hungry. A square meal for him would have 
been only light lunch for a bird. 

His wife, also, was a scant eater. She had temperamental 
indigestion. Having once taken a trip abroad, before she was 
married, she was careful to remind her husband of it forever 
afterward by tolerating only a “ European breakfast.’ And as 
Mr. Seely was away from home at noon, she didn’t bother with 
having a regular luncheon; and as he was home in the evening 
and never cared much for dinner, she didn’t attempt anything 
to speak of for that meal. 

This was how the Seelys lived until they got interested in 
the Campaign for Increasing the Nation’s Food Supply. Then 
Seely felt the call of duty, and began getting up at five A.M. 
to plant potatoes and beans. This made him terribly hungry 
by breakfast time, so that the customary rolls and coffee proved 
quite inadequate. At noon, when he strolled out of his office, 


instead of thinking of the neckties in the shop windows as he 
used to, he would be meditating on the delicious fresh vegetables 
he was going to have in his garden, and his mouth would water 
with the result that when the waitress handed him the lunch 
Evenings, he 


menu he would order nearly everything on it. 
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Mother—I'm certain he'll go into the Navy when he grows up. 
Father—What makes you think that? 
Mother—Every time | let him out he gets his feet wet. 


would hurry back to his home, or, rather, his yard, and set to 
work hoeing again, and by dinner he would be ravenous. 
After dinner, if the weather was good, he would go out again 
and smooth the wrinkles on his spinach bed—in which case he 
would be sure to feel the need of a bite to eat around ten o’clock. 
And, disliking to begin strenuous labor on an empty stomach, 
he found it beneficial to eat a little something in the morning 
as soon as he got up. 

Well, by the time the vegetables had begun to sprout out 
of the ground, Seely had got into the habit of eating four-and- 
a-half times as much as he used to—bread, meat, every kind of 
food. Mrs. Seely, too, experienced a change of palate. The 
fresh vegetables overcame her temperamental indigestion and 
gave her such an appetite that she just couldn’t seem to get 
enough. She and her husband consumed the fat of the land. 

But his employers, the Reliance Drainage Co., were shocked 
at the change in him. They had promoted him on account of 
his perfect figure for a draughtsman, and now, 

















Mps. Puffer—She has quite a train of followers, N'est-ce-pas? 


Miss Stuffer—Yes, a regular Twentieth Century limited. 





because of his alarming portliness, his reach—once 
peerless—extended hardly to the middle of the 
drawing board. So they fired him. 

Whereupon he set himself up in business as 
a consulting engineer, and, as he looked so over- 
fed, everybody thought he must be prosperous, 
and flocked to him to get his opinion at fancy 
prices. All of which now enables him to average 
$4.50 a day for lunch. 

In short, Seely’s home gardening has had a 
marked effect on the food supply. If you doubt 
this, just ask his butcher and grocer. 


A Changed Ambition 
HEN son was six, I used to yearn 
For power to simulate (or learn) 
The wondrous sapience that he 
Believed monopolized by me. 





He’s now sixteen. We’re not estranged, 
But yet my dearest wish has changed, 
Tis now that I had half the wis- 
Dom that my son believes is his! 
—Strickland Gillilan. 
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Hubby—For military reasons | can’t tell you! 


Miss Chatterbox: A War-Time Portrait 


By CHARLES HANSON TOWNE 


HE used to go to luncheons, to suppers and to teas, 
Where delicate young gentlemen all hovered round like 
bees; 
At thes dansants she chattered, as down the floor she whirled, 
A light-o’-love, a butterfly, with no care in the world. 
And youths precise and elegant, and indolent and slim, 
Disported at her slightest word, obeyed her lightest whim. 


She laughed a lot, and talked a lot; she flirted with her fan; 
Miss Chatterbox they named her when her “‘career’’ began; 

A darling little scatterbrain, delectable and sweet, 

Who fretted when her car was held at Forty-second Street. 
The traffic regulations? Pshaw! She’d be late for the play; 
She’d promised Dot she’d lunch with her, and “do” a matinée. 


Exquisite—yes; an airy miss, who took her flowery ease, 

Who read French novelettes and fed sweets to her Pekingese. . . . 

But one day Herbert called her up and spoiled her afternoon 

By telling her he’d “qualified.” ... “My dear, I’m sailing 
soon.” 

This ghastly War! Miss Chatterbox was furious, and then— 

“Why, after all—I’d ’most forgot—there are such things as 
men!” 


She didn’t chatter after that; she found that one could do 
A hundred little simple things, if one but wanted to. 

The only lad she cared about had left the silly whirl; 

Perhaps Red Cross might use her, a frivolous young girl! . . . 
And now she frets—but justly so!—when in the rush and heat 
Her limousine is made to pause at Forty-second Street! 





In time of war everybody feels that one party is just as patri- 
otic as the other and maybe a shade more so. 


The Sleuth’s View Point 
“So the good ladies of the Civic League last night raided 
the poker game that has been running all winter in the back 
room of the Palace Barber Shop?” we asked. 
“Eh-yah!”’ grumbled Constable Sam T. Slackputter, of 
Petunia. ‘“‘Beats thunder how much curiosity some women 
have got!” 
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The inquisitive: one—Yep, I’ve always been curious to see what one o’ 
these things is like on the inside! 











THE SNAP SHOT OF THE BABY 

IGGINS had put on his glasses and had unfolded his 

morning paper to glance over the stock market report 
and then get into the war news, when Spriggins came along and 
sat down beside him in the car with—— 

“Morning, Higgins. Guess I'll slip in here beside you and 
have good company. Some morning, huh? Folks all well at 
your house? That’s good. Say, got something here in my 
pocket I'd like to show you. Fora snap shot it’s mighty good, 
and yet it doesn’t give you much idea of what he really looks 
like. We are going to have him photographed by a regular 
photographer soon as he is a little older. Wife thinks it might 
sort of stir him up to take him to the photographer when he is 
only ten weeks old. Wife’s sister took the snap shot with her 
little camera. She does some pretty good work and this isn’t 
her best. There you are! Some baby, huh? See any re- 
semblance to me in him? My mother says he looks a lot like 
I looked at his age and, by George, when you compare it to a 
little picture my folks had taken of me when I was his age, 
there is some resemblance, especially in the 


CONFESSIONS OF A PARASITE 

AM a Parasite. 

To look at me, you would think I was prosperous and 
happy. 

But that is not so. It is but asham. It is merely part of 
the great sham that is necessary to all Parasites. 

A parasite must constantly put up a bluff. As soon as his 
bluff fails him, he is lost. 

For the time being, I am prosperous in a material way. 
If I weren’t, I wouldn’t be a parasite. 

But, alas, I don’t know how long my material prosperity 
will continue. There’s the rub. Consequently it is impossible 
for me to be happy. 

I am liable to be discovered any minute. Then they will 
make short work of me. My bluff will be called and my 
material prosperity will be taken away from me. 

A Parasite’s life is not a happy one. The wise parent 
will choose some other career for his offspring. 

—Ellis O. Jones. 





lower part of the face. Of course, this is only a 
snap shot and it doesn’t do him justice. Wife 
says no photographer can do that. Women are 
so foolish over their babies—especially the first 
one. I guess they don’t make so much to do 
over the fifth or sixth. Notice that little ghost 
of a smile around his mouth. Guess he has his 
daddy’s sense of humor and it crops out this 
early. Seems to see something comical in being 
snap-shotted. The picture doesn’t give you any 
idea of his eyes. They are the most beautiful 
tint of blue, and it’s kind o’ queer they should 
be so, for my wife has brownish eyes and mine, 
you see, are yery much on the gray. But my 
sister has a baby a year old with jet-black eyes, 
while hers and her husband’s are both blue. 
They say that the eyes of dark-eyed babies 
sometimes change to blue later. Notice how 
he—what ? You think you will go into the 
smoker? Well, I'll go with you. Maybe we 
can get a seat together there. I got two more 
snap shots of him in different positions I think 
you would like to see. Come on.” 
—Max Merryman. 


A Successful Marriage 
“How are your nephew and his bride getting 
along by this time?” 
“Finer than frog hair!” triumphantly replied 
the Missourian. ‘“They’ve been married mighty 





Shy Young man 
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nigh three weeks now, and, by cripes, they are 
still speaking!” 


ANSWERS TO THE ANXIOUS 
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The Notion Counter 


By DOUGLAS MALLOCH 


medicine, because he doesn’t know which is the easier, 
will probably end by taking up carpets. 

Instead of a census of cities of 3,000 and up someone ought to 
compile a list of communities in which the weather is a topic of 
conversation and under. 

If children are not as respectful as those of our generation, 
let us recall that there has been a change in parents as wellas 
in children. 

It sometimes requires a large monument to leave unsaid all 
the things that ought not to be recorded regarding the commu- 
nity’s leading citizen. 

There are two things that it is impossible to keep from get- 
ting broke: A churchwarden pipe, and a boy in college. 

From the train I saw a farmer’s wife hand her husband a 
cup of water in a field; and I wondered if he said “‘ Thank you.” 

A boy sprinkling a lawn ought to roll on it so that the grass 
would get some of the moisture, too. 

The pained expression in some photographs suggests the 
thought that the photographer ought to give something. 

Poetry is as necessary in war as powder, but I haven't ob- 
served any particular flurry in poetry. 

The complaint department is an institution to show the cus- 
tomer where she was wrong. 

You can’t get under people’s skins with stuff that is over 
their heads. 

A horse-shoer may not be as sanitary as a dentist, but he is 
more gentle. 

There is a time for all things, but few things that are for 
all time. 

Riches soon pall. Many a man cleaning fish wishes he hadn’t 
caught so many. 

You will soon see on sale in America the postcard that is 
already written. 

Women need to go back to elemental ideas; men have never 
left them. 

You can get to know people so well that you forget their 
names. 

Sometimes the world won’t give a man even the opportunity 


to fail. 
The more men look us over the less they seem to overlook. 


Well Qualified 
“My nephew, Perry Petty, is going to be married next 
week,” acknowledged old Gaunt N. Grimm. ‘Of course, he is 
unable to support himself, but he contends that that should 
be no bar to his happiness, for he is fully as unable to support 
two as one.” 


6 ie BOY who doesn’t know whether to take up law or 


ACTING 

fect is the art of portraying a character or a feeling in a 

manner sufficiently unnatural to be recognized by all on- 
lookers. The accomplished actor, for example, portrays horror 
and disgust by opening his eyes and mouth to their fullest ex- 
tent, clasping his hands to the northeast corner of his vest 
with sufficient force to break three cigars, and staggering as 
though he had just been hit with a sack of potatoes. These ac- 
tions are at once recognized by everybody as a perfect depiction 
of horror. The ordinary human, on the other hand, is more apt 
to evince horror by merely shaking his head and abstractedly 
gazing at a flyspeck on the ceiling. An actor who attempted to 
express horror by any such actions would run a grave risk of 
having his audience rise en masse, remove the bass viol and the 
kettle drums from the orchestra pit, and assault him ferociously 
with them. The greatest actors are those who best know how 
people expect them to act, not those who best know how to act. 

—Kenneth L. Roberts. 





Well, if they really want to keep their old war secrets, why 
doesn’t somebody propose the celibacy of the censor? 





Sister—What on earth have you been doing, Robert? 
“It was my turn to be the German army today.” 
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OR weary months man looks ahead to his vacation in 
July; how sweet ‘twill be, he thinks, to tread the hills 
beneath a cloudless sky. How sweet to leave the city’s 

roar, and bask, without a workday care, upon the ocean’s well 
known shore, or in the mountains’ germless air. 

For weeks before the time has come, he’s thinking of the 
joy he’ll know, when he has left the city’s hum, its endless 
clamor and its woe. 

At last he packs his large valise with outing suits of fierce 
design, and goes to find that rustic peace for which all city 
dwellers pine. A day or two he thinks it great, he has the rest 
he long desired; and then he grumbles at his fate, the quiet 
country makes him tired. He finds it is a tiresome walk beside 
the bright and babbling streams; the roosters crow at 3 o’clock, 
and wake him from his sweetest dreams. 

Big flies infest the sylvan nooks, mosquitoes haunt the rural 
scenes; there is no place to purchase books, or this year’s fiction 
magazines. The grocer has the only place where one may while 
the hours away, and his cigars are a disgrace—they’re made of 
cheap alfalfa hay. 

The grub, of which he eats his fill, is rudely on the table 
flung, and every time he pays his bill he finds he has been badly 
stung. 

“Oh, why,” he moans, “did I get down to following this 
rustic plan? The heat is worse than in the town, and there is 
no electric fan. All things that should be warm are cold, and 
things that should be cold are warm; no long iced drinks do I 
behold, to soothe my sad, exhausted form.” 

And in a fortnight he is sick to see the good old town again, 
and when he hits the streets of brick, he is the happiest of men. 

But when he’s worked a week or iwo, he says the city gives 
him pains, he’s sighing for the morning dew, and for the quiet 
country lanes. 

And thus we go, year after year, away from home, on pleasure 
bent; and when we find the pleasure near, it doesn’t suit us 
worth a cent. 








Kerensky may do to be Russia’s Woodrow Wilson, but he 
isn’t half good looking enough to be her Tom Marshall. 


HIS INTENTION 

‘‘TT has become quite the custom for men to display emblems, 

signs and tokens showing that they belong to this or that 
bund or coterie, or have perpetrated some meritorious action, 
or favor something or other more or less admirable,” said J. 
Fuller Gloom, with his usual pessimistic acridity. “I am en- 
deavoring to evolve a badge which will inform all interested 
onlookers that I neither give nor accept advice, that I do not 
know more about anything than the man who made it, never 
was nor wished to be acquainted with any great men when 
they were boys, have no idea what the weather will be to- 
morrow, never say, ‘I told you so!’, never possessed any dis- 
tinguished relatives, am not familiar with any remedies for 
rheumatism or colds, am never reminded of funny stories, 
never solicit ‘funds for worthy causes, do not give or accept 
sympathy, never run for office, do not need vindication, am not 
sufficiently interested in the friends of my boyhood to wish to 
hunt them up or have them hunt me up, and do not care what 
happens if it does not happen to me. 

“My purpose is to label myself so plainly that I may not be 
accused of more meanness than I really harbor, and also that 
I may not encourage bores, fools, rascals and public-spirited 
pests to waste their time on me!”’ —Tom P. Morgan. 


His Benefits 

“What is the golden text today?” asked the Sunday school 
superintendent. 

Dead silence. 

“Forget not all his benefits—that’s it,” said the superin- 
tendent. ‘‘ Now, what little boy or girl can tell me what bene- 
fits are?”’ 

Dead silence for a minute; then a little girl in the front row 
raised her hand and timidly remarked: 


” 


“Johnny has ’em! 





“Them submarines sure is doin’ a lot o’ damage, Joe.” 
“Well, anyhow, there ain't no fear o’ their comin’ this 
way. These trenches ain’t wide enough.” 
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HE BILBERYS were at breakfast. There was a mutual 
restraint that promised to embarrass digestion. 
Bilbery, helping himself to another roll and look- 
ing sternly at Mrs. Bilbery, finally broke the aching 
silence. “I’m sure none of the servants did it,” he 
said, “for I was up early and have put them all through the 
third degree.” 

“Yes. A fine thing todo! My maid has gone, and you saw 
the butler’s face as he brought in the coffee.” 

‘He has given notice. But I'll get a Jap butler. The Japs 
aren’t so sensitive—or at least they cloak their feeling—and 
nothing of the kind is ever likely to happen again, unless . . . 
He observed Mrs. Bilbery more closely. She was very nervous. 
“You must have done it, Kate!” 

“Well, I did do it!” She glared defiantly. 

“What for, pray? Setting a trap for your husband! Who 
put you up to fixing that burglar alarm so that I should send it 
off when I came in?” 

“Never mind who put me up to it! But I found out when 
you came in, didn’t I? I was bound to do that. I’ve kept 
awake nights too many times lately waiting for you!” 

“*So you were ready to summon half a dozen policemen. stir 
up the whole neighborhood from cellars to garrets, and make a 
show of us just to humiliate me!” 
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“T didn’t think it would make so great a fuss. I just 
thought 

“What do you think a burglar alarm is for? And I came 
within an ace of being taken to the station house! How are you 
going to make the neighbors believe it was just a jest—an 
experiment?” 

“Well, you are to blame, Horace Bilbery! If you kept 
decent hours nothing of the kind would have happened!” 

“Decent hours! I have had a bit of business to transact 
lately. Who in the world ever put you up to such an out- 
rageous thing?” 

“Nobody put me up to it. I just had an inspiration. I’ve 
been reading ‘Sophie Wise’s Hints to Wives’ lately, and almost 
everything she says bears out my suspicions of you, Horace!” 

“Did Sophie Wise recommend anything like a burglar alarm 
to surprise a husband?” 

“No. She simply said that a wife, if her patience is ex- 
hausted, and her husband doesn’t confide in her, should bring 
him to his senses.”’ 

“Well, you brought the police. Sophie Wise is no doubt 
some old maid who wants every woman who has a husband to 
be unhappy.” a 

“Her aim, on the contrary, is to caution wives against their 
husbands’ deceits.” 





“Does she recommend nagging?” 

“Nagging! ~ I never nagged you in my life, Horace Bil- 
bery!”’ 

“No. 
happen.” 

“But you never tell me anything about where you go. 
Night before last you came in at 1.20. I was waiting up for you. 
I asked you where you had been and you told me you got caught 
over in Jersey with tire trouble. What were you doing over in 
Jersey? Joy-riding, of course! And last night, before you 
woke me up... ” 

“You mean before the burglar alarm woke up the neighbor- 
hood and the police!” 

“Last night, as I slept, I had a dream about you. The dream 
was so realistic that I believe in it absolutely!” 

“Does Sophie Wise say wives should believe what they 
dream about their husbands?” 

“She says when a wife waits up at night, worrying about her 
husband, and falls asleep and dreams about him she is apt to 
see something in her dream very near the truth.” 

“Well, what did you dream last night?” 

“T dreamed I saw you and Martha Pennington together at 
the Pennington place over in the Oranges. You were in the 
garden, where they have all those great plants, and she put a 
flower in your coat, and you stood holding hands, and when you 
left her you kissed her and held her close as you used to kiss and 
hold me! And I can see you both now just as I did in the 
dream!” . 

Bilbery laughed long and loudly. 

“But you needn’t laugh,” continued Mrs. Bilbery. 
were engaged to Martha once.” 

“‘And she jilted me for Harry Jones.” 

“And he jilted her, and she is unmarried today, and not bad 
looking, the minx! And don’t you remember that last week, 
when we went to the Red Cross fair, we saw Martha at one of the 
booths, and she made eyes at you, and you whispered to her?”’ 

“She wanted to sell me a wrist watch. I whispered toher 
that I had three already.” 

“And you haven’t one! What an accom- 
plished liar you are! I wonder if you will ever tell 
me the truth about anything!” 
“Try me.” 


You simply talk endlessly about things that never 


“You 


“Well, really, where were you last night, ‘es 
and the night before, and the night before that, Sr 
Oe 6 a ab ? 

“Well, Kate, I’ll confess. I’ve been having a : te ia 


wonderful run of luck at bridge lately. I was at 
the Club. I’ve been playing against a man I’ve 
long owed a grudge, and getting his money in 
wads.” 
“‘A man you have a grudge against! Who is 
he?” 
“Harold Henry.” 
“Harold Henry! Why, Horace, I was engaged 
to him when you... ” . 
“Exactly.” 


Ne 
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Prodigal Hospitality Tae 
Jones was urging Smith to run over to dinner _ ‘ 
sometime. “But I am afraid that your wife <s 


will go to a lot of trouble,” Smith demurred. 
“A lot of trouble—nonsense!” replied the 

hospitable man. “It just means to boil an 

extra potato. And what is seventy-five cents 





between friends?” 


“My dear, step this way. 
Bobby—Hurray! 





No Escape 


By WILLIAM SANFORD 


STOOD at the corner for a few minutes today talking to 

Bosley, Bentley, Bobbins and Bodkins, four acquain- 

tances of mine. We conversed on general topics, and 
Bosley was the first to leave. “Be late at the office, if I don’t 
go,” he said, and hurried away. 

‘Queer duck, that Bosley!” remarked Bentley. ‘Sort of a 
nut in a way—-good-natured cuss, though,” and he relighted 
his cigar. 

Bentley left us next. 
walk in the park,” he explained. 
went. 

Bobbins grinned as the fellow crossed the street. ‘‘Isn’t 
that chap a case!” he said. “Odd sort of fish if there ever was 
one! Have a cigarette, fellows?” 

Bobbins was the next to depart. He had an engagement 
with a girl, he told us. ‘Going to take her to the matinee!” 
and he smiled, happily. 

Bodkins gazed after him and Jaughed. ‘That fellow’s as 
boo as a badger!” he exclaimed. “I never pay the slightest 
attention to what he says!” Z 

I hurried away then. Bodkins seemed to have plenty of 
time and gave no indication of leaving. I thought it would be 
pleasant to go while he was still alone. 

Glancing back I saw him regarding me with a sour, discon- 
tented look. His lips were moving. Confound him! He was 
talking about me to himself!” 


“Going to take my little boy for a 
“So long!”” And away he 





Von Bethmann-Hollweg quit his job to relieve the situation— 
but would he stump Nebraska for the Kaiser’s re-election? 








I would like you to meet our chaplain.” 
An’ will he walk funny for us? 
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DOING THEIR BIT” 





AGITATOR SLACKER 

















YES, THE BES 
PEOPLE ARE 
DOING IT 
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IF WE ALL DID OUR LITTLE BIT 





































AT 


THE CHATTANOOGA, TENNESSEE, GOLF AND COUNTRY CLUB 


Anne—Billy used to boast that he was master in his own house. 


May—Well, between his wife, his 


sister-in-law, and his daughter, I think he’s only a Quartermaster. 


The Interval 
HE hills that loaked like mountains 
In that now far-off day, 

The falls that seemed great fountains, 

With rainbows in their spray, 
The meadows sweet with clover, 
That once I wandered over, 
The trees that gave me cover 

I’ve seen again to-day. 


The brook where I went fishing 
Still babbles on its way— 

The brook that carried wishing 
To waters far away: 

The summer sun is lighting 

The swimming-pool inviting, 

The barefoot boys delighting 
That passed me in their play. 


The field, the wood, the meadows, 
The rippling waterfall, 
The same are, save for snadows 
That modify their thrall: 
I search familiar places 
And scan the passing faces— 
Alas! how few the traces 
Companions to recall!—J. A. Waldron 


Ungrateful Grumps 
Many persons get talked about who 
neither deserve or appreciate it. 


The Elder’s Deception 
ILD howls came from around the 
corner of the residence of Mr. Gap 
Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. After 
a certain season Mr. Johnson sauntered 
out to investigate. 

“Yur, you young varmints!” he de- 
manded. ‘What in torment are you 
doing with that there baby?” 

“The Presiding Elder is a liar!” they 


whooped. “He said Rowdy was a 
bouncing baby. We’ve dropped him 
about a dozen times, and he didn’t 


eel 


bounce worth a durn! 
A Sad Case 
Wicker—What’s the saddest case of 
feminine insufficiency you ever saw? 
Snicker—A deaf and dumb woman 
helping her husband hang wall-paper. 


A Reasonable Guess 

“Old man Dickery is figgering onmar- 
tying again,” said a friend. 

“Eh-yah!” replied Mr. Gap Johnson, 
of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. ‘And I reckon 
he must have proposed to the Widder 
Bump last night. Tennyrate, I hear 
tell that she took a shot at him for some- 
thing.” 


At the Grand Cafon 
HEN first one sees the Cafion’s rim 
He views it in a reverent hush, 
And then the longing comes to him 
To fill the big bow] to the brim 
With bubbling oat meal mush. 


Does that suffice him? No, for soon 
The enraptured mind finds further 
forage 
In thinking what a curious boon 
It were if one could view the spoon 
To stir this Cafion porridge. 


But oh! continuing the dream 
And deeming it entirely credible, 
How one would dodge the test supreme 
To milk the cow whose yield of cream 
Would make the pottage edible. 


And still, along the self-same tack, 
*Twould make the scene a mental 
fixture 
To realize the unctuous smack 
Of any mouth, whose open crack 
Would match this breakfast mixture! 
—Edmund Vance Cooke. 


Hock the Watch 
“Your watch doesn’t keep good time.” 
“No, but it has redeeming qualities.” 






































JUDGE’S ARTISTIC ALPHABET 


STANDS FOR A. 
WILLIAM 
HUTAF, 
Or at least it might, could, 
would or should have. 
For beginning with U 
There are artists too 






few, 
st . . 
( Save So we fixed it up thus 
Cues just as you'd have. 


IS FOR FRANCIS 
VER BECK, 
Who does funny bears 
and, by heck! 
He can draw kanga- 
roos, 


The wily mongoose, 





And those comic giraffes, 


onbtndl | See = mostly neck. 


IS THE INI- 
TIAL 
For WILLIAMS, and 
this is official. 
His humor and gaiety 
Plus spontaniety 


Meet with much favor 


Judicial. 








A War-Time Convert 


(From the Personal Recollections of a Wrist Watch 
By A. H. FOLWELI 


I 


HEN my owner first brought me home, there was the 
W very deuce to pay. His father—I have to laugh when 
I think of it now—glared at him tor a moment and then 
exploded: 
“A wrist-watch! You! A male member of this family!” 
My owner spluttered an explanation, but the old man would 
have none of it. 
“Don’t talk to me of utility,” he cried. 
inacy or worse.” 
“But see how it saves time and motion, Dad,” said my 


“Tt’s just effem- 





owner; ‘no pockets to fumble in; no chain to break; just a 
turn of the wrist and there you are. It’s just plain efficiency, 
that’s what it is.” 

But the old fellow simply exploded afresh. 

“Keep your sleeve well over it while I’m around,” was his 
final snarl. 

II 

Doesn’t it beat all how quickly things happen? All of a 
sudden, almost over night, the big town was full of soldiers, 
and every officer in the lot, big ones and little ones, wore a wrist- 
watch as a matter of course. It was part of his uniform. 
Effeminacy is good! 

My owner got into the Officers’ Reserve, and took me in 
with him. I’ma mighty handy thing to have around when you 
haven't any pockets to speak of. 

My owner’s old Dad didn’t have much to say about me after 
his son got into soldier togs. He seemed sort of overawed and 
uncomfortable. Once, however, when Friend Owner consulted 
me, right there in front of the whole family, the old man snorted 
and said: 

“War is hell all right!” 

But after that he ignored me. 


III 


A lot happened in the next few months. I wouldn’t say 
that I saved my soldier’s life, but I did save him from a nasty 
cut, and in consequence became a wreck myself and was 
invalided home. 

He wore me to war, naturally; and not to weary you with 
details, I warded off a bit of flying shrapnel that was making 
straight for his wrist. Cut right through his coat-sleeve, and 
gave me a lot of internal injuries, but it was worth it. I did 
my bit. 

My owner laughed, and after the fight, showed me off 
proudly to a lot of brother officers. 

“T’m going to send it back to the old man, with a note,” 
he said. ‘Maybe some of the folks home would like it as a 
souvenir.” 

And he packed me up and did just that. 

IV 

Can you beat it? Who do you suppose is wearing me? 
Why, the old man. Yes, sir; every day. He has a-wrist like 
a young tree, and he had to have my bracelet enlarged so as 
to get me on. Went to a lot of expense having new works put 
in me, too. 

Funny thing; his daughters made a grab for me when I 
arrived, and they had read my owner’s note, but the old man 
glared and waved them off. 

“This is a man’s watch,” he said sternly; ‘not a woman’s.” 

But that isn’t the best of it, not by a long shot. You 
should see the old fellow shoot his cuff—that’s a military term— 
a cuff most as big as a horse-collar, and show me off to about 
everybody he meets. 

“See that dent?” he’ll say. “Bit of shrapnel hit it over in 
France, on the firing line. Saved my son a nasty cut. Sent 
it over to me.” 

And then folks, of course, will look me over and say how 
proud he must be to have me, and no wonder he wears me, and 
he’ll tell them: 

“Sure, but it isn’t that. I wouldn’t wear it for that. It’s 
the utility of the thing. No pockets to fumble in; no chain to 
break; just a turn of the wrist and there you are. It’s just 
plain efficiency, that’s what it is; no sentiment.” 

My owner’s own words! And whenever the old man talks 
like that, I gain about forty-seven seconds, I laugh so. 
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America’s Army 
Wilson and Roosevelt have their millions 
—on paper.—Nebelspalter (Zurich). 
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Youngster (examining ‘“dud”)—Would 
this be a high explosive shell? 

Old sweat—Dunno! Drop a match in and 
see.—Blightly (London). 














“Argumentum ad Hominem.” 
‘“*Blowed if I can understand all this ere 
cry of ‘Back to the land,’ sir, can you?” — 
Bystander (London). 


JUDGE 




















Fancy! Bread! 
“*Tde that crust, Erb! ’Ere’s another o’ 
them breadless motors a-comin’!’”’—By- 


stander (London). 

















“ Fritz, je crois que le vieux Dieu nous abandonne!" 

** Depuis trente-cing mois qu'il est mobilisé par notre 
kaiser il a peut-étre obtenu une permission de détente.”’ 

“Fritz, I think God has abandoned us!” 

“It’s thirty-five months since He was mo- 
bilized by our Kaiser—perhaps He’s obtained 
a furlough.’’—Le Rire (Paris). 














“Thought you said you’d never let your 
wife don that uniform?” 

“So I did, but I rather fancy she heard 
me?”—Tatler (London). 































Agricultural “shop” replaces intelligent 
war criticism in a suburban railway carriage. 
—Sketch (London). 











Coming to the Scratch 


American eagle—Say, are you the guy 
that’s collecting nails?—Evening News (Lon- 
don). 
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September 1, 1917 


Become a Millionaire of Mental and 
Physical Wealth—lInstead of a Pauper! 





ONSCIO 
of © Us 








to Meet Current Expenses! 


T>2 Possess Only Sufficient Energy and Vitality to Carry You Through Each 
Day—to be Normal in Health Only Under the Most Favorable Conditions— 
Is No More Prosperity Than Having Only Enough Money From 
Great RESERVE Health, Great RESERVE 
Energy, Are What We Must Acquire If We Are to Successfully Overcome 
Every Adverse Condition and Thus Enjoy the Benefit of Living a Whole 
— a Complete Life, a Superior Life. You 

an 
Physical Wealth—Free From the Pangs of 
Health-and-Mind Poverty. 


Become a Millionaire in Mental and 


Day to Day 





















opportunities 


Are You a Victim 


Most people say, and think, they feel fine when they are actually 
only half alive, half awake, half as energetic, half as successful as 
they could be. 

Healch to some individuals means freedom from distress and 
freedom from disease. Health to others means a wealth of living 
power, a superabundance of physiological power, a superabund 
ance of physical power, and a superabundance of personal power. 
There are two distinct advantages that a person gains through 
a superabundance of living power. One is—absolute freedom 
from weakness and inefficiency and ill condition,—the other is 
the consciousness of superabundance of power which gives the 
personality confidence—self-reliance-—aggressiveness, just as the 
possession of any unusually valuable characteristic gives the 
person self-reliance and the means of success. 


What Conscious Evolution Is 


The body is composed of billions of cells. When illness or any 
other unnatural condition prevails, we must look to the cells for 
relief. When we lack energy and power, when we are listless, 
when we haven’t smashing, driving power back of our thoughts 
and actions. when we must force ourselves to meet our daily 
business and social obligations, when we are sick or ailing, or 
when, for any reason, we are not enjoying a fully healthy and 
happy life, it is simply because certain cells are weak and inactive 
or totally dead. They haven’t the power to run the human engine 
as nature intended. These facts and many others were discovered 
by Alois P. Swoboda and resulted in his marvelous new system 
of Conscious Evolution which develops every cell in the brain and 
body to its maximum capacity of positive qualities. Conscious 
Evolution thus improves on nature. In other words, it harnesses 
nature, and makes it continue the evolution and organization 
and upbuilding of your cells and life, and thus, not only restores 
to normal those who are below normal, but it continues their 
advancement and evolution, and makes them better than nature 
alone could make them without guidance and without harnessing. 
Conscious Evolution is to the body and its life what cultivation is 
to corn. Corn that is left to nature without cultivation is much 
inferior to corn that is cultivated by man. Cultivated corn is 
wonderfully superior to uncultivated corn, and cultivated cells 
and cultivated energies of personality are equally superior to 
uncultivated cells and energies. 


. - 

What Conscious Evolution Does 
Regardless of how alive you may believe you are, regardless of 
how active, energetic and alert you may consider yourself, regard- 
less of how successful and developed in every department of per- 





How much wealth of mind and body do you 
possess '—If you are not a millionaire in Brain 
Power and Bodily Power 
ness, confidence, ambition, energy, vitality, and 
health to spare-—you 
empty life, an inefficient life! Only if you are a mental 
and physical giant, able to abuse vourself without flinch- 
ing—only if you are miles ahead of other men in thought- 
power and action-power 
only if you never get tired of thinking and work- 
ing—are you what you ought to be and can become, easily and quickly. 





with ability, alert- 


are living an inferior life, an 


only if you are always grasping your 


of Self-Deception ? 


sonality and body you may think yourself, regardless of how 
healthy, wealthy and successful you may be, you cannot afford 
in justice to yourself, to miss the energizing and greater life 
creating influence of Conscious Evolution. 


You may think yourself strong, brainy, energetic, 
vigorous, highly vitalized, exuberantly healthy and _ successful, 
but you have not attained one-half of what is possible for you. 
You are, in reality, living an inferior life. Conscious Evolution 
can prove itto you. Conscious Evolution can make of you a 
giant, psychologically and personally. 


Conscious Evolution gives energy and vitality to 
spare, self-reliance to spare, health power to spare, thinking 
power to spare. Conscious Evolution develops gigantic cell 
power. Conscious Evolution makes the body, brain and per- 
sonality fatigue proof. It creates reserve health, reserve energy, 
reserve vitality and reserve mentality. 


Do Not Deprive Yourself 


The difference between your cells highly evolutionized and your cells 
in the present condition is as the difference between real life and 
moderate life. 

To deprive yourself of the privileges and benefits of Conscious Evo- 
lution, is to practice fraud on yourself, to impose on yourself. If 
Conscious Evolution were not such a genuine reality, such a genuine 
power for your good of every type, it would not be possible for me 
to guarantee it as I do. Conscious Evolution is guaranteed because 
it can be guaranteed—because it produces better results for my 
pupils than I promise. You are not capable of realizing beforehand 
what Conscious Evolution actually will create for you, and which 
you will realize through experience. 


A Startling Book—FREE 


If you think you are totally well, if you feel only a little below par, 
or if you have resigned yourself to your fate after many years’ suf- 
fering and many experiences with medicines, then by all means let 
Swoboda send you his new copyrighted book on health, strength, 
efficiency. Read what his system is, what it has already accom- 
plished. You will be intensely interested in every page, in every 
sentence, in every word. You will realize that Conscious Evolution 
solves the problem of continual youth, that old age the bugbear can 
be swept aside. 

Tear out the coupon on this page, write your name and address on 
it, or write a letter or even a postal card, and mail to Alois P. 
Swoboda, 2059 Aeolian Hall, New York. Even if you gain but one 
suggestion out of the 60 pages in Swoboda's book, you will have been 


not to delay; not to say, “I'll doit later,"’ but to send the coupon 
or a letter or postal NOW, while the matter is on your ya 
mind. Remember the book is absolutely free—there is no 

charge or obligation now or later. Write NOW. #? 








What Others ' 
Have to Say 


“I am more than pleased with my 
results. I have seen your advertise- 
ments for fifteen or twenty years. I 
am now just beginning to figure out 
what I have missed and lost by waiting 
until now to take this course.” 

“Can't describe the satisfaction I 
feel.”’ 


“Worth more than a thousand dol- 
lars to me in increased mental and 
physical capacity.” 

**T have been enabled by your system 
to do work of menta! character previ- 
ously impossible for me.” 


“IT was very skeptical, now am 
pleased with results; have gained 17 
pounds.” 


“The very first lessons began to 
work magic. In my gratitude, I am 
telling my croaking and complaining 
friends, ‘Try Swoboda.’"’ 


_ “Words cannot explain the new life it 
imparts to both body and brain." 


“It reduced my weight 29 pounds, 


increased my chest expansion 5 inches, 
reduced my waist 6 inches."’ 


“I have heard your system highly 
recommended for years, but I did not 
realize the effectiveness of it until I 
tried it. I am glad indeed that I am 
now taking it.” 


‘I think your system is wonderful. 
I thought I was in the best of physical 
health before I wrote for your course, 
but I can now note the greatest im- 
provement even in this short time. I 
cannot recommend your system too 
highly. Do not hesitate to refer to me." 


“You know more about the human 
body than any man with whom I have 
ever come in contact personally or 
otherwise.”” 


A Few of Swoboda’s 


Prominent Pupils 





F. W. Vanderbilt A. W. Armour y 

Alfred 1. Du Pont Maxine Elliott 4 

Simon Guggenheim Anna Held 4 

W. G. Rockefeller, Jr. 0 

Charles Evans Hughes 

Frank A. Vanderlip 4 

W. R. Hearst Y 4 

Charles F. Swift 

se Please send 

Oscar St me your free 
re r copyrighted book, 

“CONS 


SCIOUS EVO- 
a LUTION.” 
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repaid a thousandfold for having read it. I urge you by all means UR csc cohen 2 ’ 
Mail to ALOIS P. SWOBODA 
2059 Aeolian Hall 


. State 


New York City 
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Kéeley Treatment 
For Liquor and Drug Using 


jo of men who have lost positions of 
responsibility due to craving for liquor or drugs, 
have won back confidence after taking the scientific 
Keeley Treatment. No confinement, no nausea. 
of mind and body returned. Experienced, kindly 
physicians, pleasant surroundings. h sexes. 
Write for confidential information to any 
of the following Keeley Institutes 
ington, Mass. Portland, Me. 


Salt Lake City, Utah 
St. Louis, Mo. 


Louis, 
2808 Locust St. 
Waukesha, Wis. 
West Haven, Conn, 


Tyv Niagara St. 
Columbus, Ohio 

Crab Orchard, Ky. Marion, Ind. 
Dwight, Ill. i ia, Pa. 
Grand , 1424 Girard Ave, 


735 Ottawa Ave. N.W. 


Hot Springs, Ark. 


Kansas City Mo. 
Kuclid Ave. 





Los Angeles, 
2400 W. Pico St. 


VEYEVIVAYAYIUAT IAL LATA AAT AAA ALY) 


. Pa. 
46 Fifth Ave. 


Plainfield, Ind, 
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Proof 
Cedar 
Chest 













Sent 
on 
Free Trial *': 
mont t Red Ceda r 
Chest. Your choice of 90 styles and designs Reduced 


Pactory 

Prices. 

Dis- Preoight 
Prepaid 


sent on 15 days’ free trial. We pay the freight. A 
Pledmont protects furs, woolens and plames frow 
moths, mice, dust and damp. Neecied in every home. 
tinctly beautiful Lasts for generations. Finest Christmas, 
wedding ot birthday gift at great saving. Write to-day for 
our great new catalogue and reduced prices—all postpaid free. 
Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 92, Statesville, N. C. 


Now $2504 


“a 

Only $2.50 down brings you the T= 
brand new Rex (with 10 years’ guar- } i 
antee) built because world’s greatest meref-os 

chan house wanted a better machi 
han any on market. Sent on trial. Typewriter prices smashed! 
rite today for our big free book and our startling offer. Our bi¢ 
illustrated book is an education tn ty Write for it new! 


Rex Typewriter Co., Dept. 2546 LeMoyne Bldg., Chicago 


Geav This Sketch 


and let's see what you can dl Cartoonists 
and illustrators earn ‘tro » $125.00 ¢ or 
more per week My pract of personal 
incividual lessons by mail w evelop your talent 
Fifteen years successtul work £ enewsp pers and 
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Ay ne t 
al systein 


mavazines qualif ¢ to tea you. Send «ketch 
of Uncle Saw t in stamps for test lesson 
plate; also collection of drawiugs showing pos- 


sibilities for YOU State your age 


The Landon School i, urirstive 


1458 SCHOFIELD BUILDING, CLEVELAND, 0, 


Pay asYouWish 
at a for ene Tt Sve. it you. c you can sn tell 


from a real diamond send it back at our ex 

Ce Sy but 1-30th as much. If oo decide to Ecer 

pay only a few cents a month. Write for catalog. 

Genuine Lachnite Gems 
eep their dazz'ing fire forever, Set in solid gold 
Sut by world rerowne Tiina of cutters. wi stand 

and acid testa, All kinds of jewelry at astou 
ing low price: WRITE 1ODAY. 


2548 
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WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


your ideas, they may bring 
nventions’ and “How to 

Randolph & Co., 
129, Washington, D. C. 


simple thing to patent? Protect 
you wealth. Write for “Needed 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 














THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 
By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 
Then Only Will Come Peace 


ANY a man is asked to vote for 
woman suffrage and assured by 


the asker that, if women get the 
vote, then all feminine commotion will 
cease, and life for men will be one long peace. 

Let men be duly warned. Nothing could 
be further from the truth. Down in New 
Zealand, where women have the vote, they 
are just as busy as they can be nagging men 
to let them sit in Parliament. 

To escape the ardors of a suffrage campaign 
by granting the vote may not be exactly 
like going from the frying pan into the fire, 
but things bid fair to always be kept fairly 
hot for men until women get practically all 
the rights and privileges for which men have 
gladly died since the world of human so- 
ciety began. 


The Hall Mark of a Hopeless Hope 
VERYTHING is funny about a joke 
except being one For decades the 
suffragist was a joke. But it was when she 
was leading a forlorn hope. To be re- 
spectable and ridiculous at the same time 
can’t be done. 


But now the English press is treating 
no less a person than Mrs. Humphrey 
Ward, distinguished novelist and leading 


as a joke in her efforts to 
for women. That she has 
reached the funny paragraph ought to 
bring home to her the fact that styles 
change even in forlorn hopes, and that 
the erstwhile status of the suffragist is 
now her own; that she it is, who now is 
leading a hopeless hope. 


antisuffragist, 
block suffrage 


Not So Sudden 
HY rush so radical a measure on an 
unprepared public?” expostulated 
the conservatives when the House of Com- 
mons finally passed woman suffrage up to 
the House of Lords with a record-smashing 
majority. 

“Is fifty years your idea of sudden?” 
retorted the radicals. “Haven’t we 
thrashed it out sixteen times? Haven’t we 
nine times given it a majority on the second 
reading? Can you name a public question 
upon which we have received so many miles 
of petitions and such endless resolutions?” 
And as to the public mind being unpre- 
pared, Sister Pankhurst attended to that. 
Whatever the public thought about the so- 
called atrocities of the militants, every 
thought was riveted to the subject of votes 
for women. No, rushing the season is the 
one charge that can’t be made against the 
House of Commons when it took the sex 
out of democracy. 


Impotent 
“Nowadays everything is done by elec- 
tricity.” 
“It can’t put my baby to sleep.” 
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*“‘War Babies”’ 


“PT URST NATIONAL BANK,” 
by James Mcntgomerv Flagg, 
and “WAR BABIES,” by 

Will Rannells, are two Judge covers 

that our readers have liked very much. 

They have been made up into Art 
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Prints, mounted on a heavy mat, 
9x 12, ready for framing. 


Both pictures are printed in full colors, 
exactly as they appeared on the covers 
of Judge, and they make an attractive 
decoration for any room. 


Fifty cents brings both the prints, post 
free, or if desired, either will be sold 
separately for 25c apiece. 








PRE FIRST RPATIONA! 














THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK 


Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Enclosed find 50c (25c). Please send me “War 


Babies,” and “First National Ban‘. 


22S Fifth Ave. 
NEW YORK 
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Suffrage Snapshots 


By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


has asked all clergymen to appeal 
to the women of their churches to 
economize in what goes on the tables. The 
clergymen will appeal, but oh, you chicken! 
2 
OW the women are told they can 
save the country a million dollars a 
year in material if they will reduce the length 
of their stockings. What’s the matter with 
the men saving it a great deal more by 
reducing the length of their trousers? 
# 
WO members of Congress a few days 
ago called each other “liar” and 
“bummer.” Every committee in Washing- 
ton is in a wrangle; ditto every committee 
in every other city. And yet the suffragists 
are admonished that they must compose their 
differences and abide in perfect harmony 
if they wish the men to consider their claims! 
Funny nobody seems to recognize that 
women are human, but possibly this is due 
to the habit of calling them angels. 
c. 
TO BE a Chippewa Indian squaw! 
Men of the Minnesota tribe in council 
have given them the suffrage. The white 
men in the Legislature there refused last 
to their women. 
# 
OOR little born Emperor Pu Yi! Twice 
he was seated on a throne and twice 
taken off, and if he gets a chance to stick he 
will be obliged to marry twice and raise 
two families. Misfortunes don’t seem to 
come singly to Pu Yi. 
# 
HE National Association of Clothing 
Designers has advised that to save 
woolen cloth men’s clothes shall be made 
without pockets. Thus more and more 
men’ and women are reaching a plane of 
equality. Now we shall see every man 
going around carrying a hand-bag to hold 
his belongings. But won’t the bag cost 
as much as the pockets? 
c 
‘ opponents say that only childless 
women want the ballot. The Birming- 
ham (Ala.) Age-Herald has been investi- 
gating in that city and found that the 
sixteen suffrage officials and most promi- 
nent workers are the mothers of forty- 
eight children. This argument (?) was 
old when Susan B. Anthony was young, 
and she took an inventory of sixteen of 
her associates, finding that they had 
sixty-six children, and they didn’t get the 
vote a bit more than do the women of 
Alabama. 


N iss YNAL Food Commissioner Hoover 


spring it 


# 
KL AANOR G LY N says that she used to be 
an “anti” but now she is a suffragist. 
That is one characteristic of the suffrage 
movement, nobody can be kept out of it. 














Courier of Soldier and Civilian 


Our troops are now on the firing 
line in France. While at home every 
instrumentality of our government 
and private industry is being urged 
at top speed to insure victory. The 
telephone is in universal demand as 
courier, bringing to the front men 
and the materials of war. 


From the farms the telephone 
courier brings foodstuffs; from the 
mines the telephone courier calls forth 
metals; from the factories this courier 
gathers manufactured products. The 
telephone courier leads troop and 
supply trains to the front; summons 
fighting flotillas and transports; and, 





One Policy 


in fact, leads practically every contrib- 
uting unit of supply to the firing line. 


At such a time, when the govern- 
ment is straining at its task and every 
industry is loyally contributing its 
energy, this national courier is con- 
stantly being used to call up the 
reserves. It is at the base of every 
contributing activity. 

The right of way must be given to 
the military for the direction of troops 
and to the government for the mar- 
shaling of endless supplies. To do 
this, and also make the telephone 
serve all other needs, both patriotic 
and private, all must economize. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
One System 


Universal Service 
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MANHATTAN SQUARE HOTEL 


50 to 58 West 77th Street, New York 


300 Rooms, 225 with bath and shower 


Surrounded by parks, half a block of entrance to Central Park. 


Room with use of bath 


Parlor, Bedroom and bath with shower for one or two persons 
Parlor, two Bedrooms and baths, shower, three or four persons 
Excellent Restaurant, Moderate Prices 


H. FROHMANN, Pres. 





Club Breakfast, 30 Cents 


Opposite Museum of Natural History 
Convenient to everything. 
$1.50 per day 
$3.00 per day 
$5.00 to $8.00 per day 


GEORGE H. O’HARE, Mgr. 














Subscribe to the 
m% Red Cross & 





hiladelphia, 


A hotel in the center of the 

city, with superior service and 

every comfort at surprisingly 
low rates 


Rooms with Bath 
$2.00 a day and up 
Rooms without Bath 

$1.50 a day and up 


Café and Grill with unexcelled 

cuisine. The Walton Roof 

Garden is one of Philadelphia’s 

Show Places. Dancing every 
evening after 8. 





Booklet on Philadelphia in 
general and the WALTON 


in particular, on request 


EUGENE G. MILLER, Manager 


OTEIWALTO 





HOTEL WEBSTER 


40 W. 45th Street 
Just off Sth Ave. 
The most beautiful of the City’s 
small hotels. Four minutes’ walk 
to 40 Theatres. Center of shop- 
fing district. Much favored by 
$2.50 up. 


women traveling alone. 
Send for Booklet A. 
W. JOHNSON QUINN 








Sentenced to Hard Labor 

T is Summer and the ladies now have gone 
away to rest, 

You will find them in the country, and down 
where the breakers roar, 

In the rockers they are tilting as they gossip 
with a zest, 

And the chatter is sarcastic for the younger ones 
are sore. 

They’ve been sentenced to hard labor, told to 
sew, crochet and knit, 

To the music of the fox trot and the two-step’s 
luring strains, 

While the only men to peek at are the chauffeurs 
of the jit, 

A few porters, and the bell hops, and the bashful 
country swains. 


It is nice to see our women giving up their 
Summer joys, 

So inspiring to the children and those of the 
younger set, 

Yet before awarding medals for devotion to 
“our boys” 

(Do not call me idol-breaker if I make a little 
bet.) 

Should a male drop in among them who could 
dance with grace and skill, 

All the needles would cease jabbing while the 
music held its sway, 

And the patriotic fervor would soon get a fatal 
chill, 

So next Winter our brave soldiers would be 
freezing far away. James T. Sullivan. 


Dangerous Germs at the Summer 
Resorts 
Teaser—Has your hay fever started yet, 
old man? 
Sneezer—No, but I am expecting it to any 
day. The grass widows have been here 
some time. 


The Main Point 
‘Tuck Straddup and his wife have 
separated,”’ related Mrs. Gap Johnson, 
of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. ‘‘Mizzus Strad- 
dup takes the children, and- 
“Who takes the dogs?” 
rupted her husband. 


eagerly inter- 


His Superiority 
“Is your new hired man any improve- 
ment over the old one, Ezry?”’ 
“Yes, I b’lieve he is,” replied honest 
Farmer Hornbeak. ‘He don’t get in my 
way quite as much.” 


Food Substitutes 
H AIL to the chef who in triumph ad- 
vances 
Bearing mock ribroast and bread-sub- 
stitute, 
French fried alfalfa which gladdens our 
glances, 
Lawnmower salad a queen’s taste to 
suit, 

Asparagused jimson weed, 
Spinach from burdock seed, 
Boston baked soybeans and locust-pod 

peas— 
Hail to the chef we say, 
Whose genius finds a way 
To keep us plump and gay with foods 
like these! —Lee Shippey. 
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NEXT WEEK'S 


JUDGE 


will have a happy cover entitled 


“‘The Flower of the Family” 
By C. H. TAFFS 


The number will be very rich in other 
illustrations by 


ORSON LOWELL 
RODNEY THOMPSON 
FLOHRI 
ZIM 
C. W. KAHLES 
WESTMACOTT 


C. BERTRAM HARTMAN 
DAVID ROBINSON 
C. W. ANDERSON 
MILLER 
CALVERT 
WALTER de MARIS 


CHARLES SARKA 
NORMAN ANTHONY 
F. L. FITHIAN 
. And others 


The text is sprightly, amusing, and up to the 
minute, by 


WALT MASON 
CLINTON SCOLLARD 
STRICKLAND GILLILAN 
TOM P. MORGAN 
CHESTERTON TODD 
W. E. NESOM 


J. L. HARBOUR 
ALBERT E. HOYT 
LAWTON MACKALL 
DOUGLASS MALLOCH 
J. A. WALDRON 


and others, and the number emphasizes the motto 


of His Honor, 
“THE HAPPY MEDIUM” 
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‘‘ Laugh and the World 
Laughs with You ”’ 


There are laughs galore in every 
page of Maurice Switzer’s 


Satire and Song 


As a fun maker and all-round gloom dispeller 
this work is simply irresistible. 


If a good laugh is better than a dose of 
physic, then SATIRE & SONG will actually 
save scores of doctor’s bills. 
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The Author is a New York business man with a 
keen but kindly outlook on life, and a rare sense of 
humor. He puts his observations of life over the 
plate in the sort of verse that burns holes in the 
memory. 


“She Wasn’t Over Twenty, But She Knew Her Little 
Book” pictures a type of the female of the species 
that will be instantly recognized. 


With all the fun there is a vein of deep philosophy in 
such ballads as “‘Life’s Poker Game,” ‘Hymn of the 
Down and Outs,”’ ‘*Opportunity,”’ “‘Suspicion,”’ “* The 
Coat of Content.”’ 


And there’s ‘‘ The Broadway Mother Goose”’ and those 

delightful travesties, ‘‘The Ruby Yap of Homer K. 

—_— “The Song of the Skirt’”’ and ‘‘The Purple 
aven.”’ 


What O. Henry did for some American types in 
prose Maurice Switzer has done in verse, and no 
less convincingly. 


Kipling himself never did anything better than 
Little ‘‘ Jane Horner”’: 


“Had the lady been wood, she might have stayed 
good 


In the gloom of her beanery cell; 
But being just flesh, she got caught in the mesh 
Of desire’s drag-net which is hell.” 


If you want to shine as an entertainer among your 
friends, SATIRE & SONG is better than a night at 
the Follies. It scores a hit every time, and there is 
a lilt and swing in Maurice Switzer’s verse that 
make you remember the words. 


Only a small edition of SATIRE & SONG, with 
unique illustrations in color, and in attractive Art 
Binding (size of volume 8 1-8 inches by 6'% inches), 
designed for private circulation among the author’s 
friends, has been published. Because of the merit of 
the book we have prevailed upon the author to set 
aside a few copies for our patrons whom we shall 
be pleased to supply at a price representing, approxi- 
mately, cost of manufacture. 

SATIRE & SONG will be sent postpaid to your 
address on receipt of a $1.00 bill. But send it 
TODAY. There are only a few copies for general 
distribution. To get one you must be prompt. 
Money back if not satisfied. 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 














With the College Wits 
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Only Too True—Absently and dramat- 
ically—The typewriter is mightier than the 
pen. 

He who is trying to bone—Yes, and a h—— 
of a lot noisier.—Gargoyle. 


You Can’t Expect a Girl to Keep 
Track—‘ Was that Jack I saw, with his arm 
around you?” 

“T don’t know. How long ago did you 
look?” —Purple Cow. 


Very Odd, Indeed—‘“Who are you 
rooming with this year?”’ 

“Oh, I’m rooming alone.” 

“How singular!”’--Tiger. 


She Was the Flour of His Soul— 
“Do you love me?” said Dotty, resting her 
face on Jack’s shoulder. 

“Yes, only you talc too much,” replied 
Jack woefully, looking at his shoulder.— 
Squib. 


Bibliology—He—A kiss speaks volumes! 
She—Are you collecting a library?—Rec- 
ord. 





First Poilu—How are things in Russia 
now? Is the Czar still reigning? 

Second Poilu—Naw. He settled down toa 
drizzle long ago and now he’s hardly mist. 
—Purple Cow. 


Discovered !—House party queen—I knew 
Jack was unfaithful. 

Another one—What makes you think that? 

H. P. Q.—1 just saw his schedule and he 
spends all his afternoons with Thesis.— 
Froth. 


Must Have Had Practice—Bab—Did 
father strike you favorably? 

Bob—Well, not so favorably, but very 
accurately.—Chaparral. 


A Good Sine— She (soulfully)— Oh, 
George! I just love to sit here with you by 
the fireplace and listen to the crackling logs! 
They almost seem to be whispering a tuneful 
melody to us, don’t they? 

He (of the mathematical mind)—Sort of a 
logarithm, I suppose.—lV idow. 


Early Sprouts—“Do you shave up or 
down?” 

“Down.” 

“It feels like down.”—Lampoon. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its ry has made it famous.” 
50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (Adv.) 
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Dent handi- 
cap yourself 
in a business way or 
socially with a painful 
corn. There’s no need 
to keep your mind on 
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your corn, hdl 
i Blue-jay—the easy way— [| 
| brings instant relieffrom pain. [| 


And your corns are gone in 48 
hours. That is, the average 
corn. Some very stubborn | | 
cases require a second or 
third treatment. hs 


Millions upon millions of | 
corns have been removed the | ‘ 
Blue-jay way. Millions of | 
families keep a supply on 
hand, and they never have 

: corns. You, too, can be freed 
now and forever. 

Paririg corns brings only 
temporary relief. And harsh 
liquids are dangerous. Blue- 
jay is the scientific way. 


BAUER & BLACK 
be Chicago and New York 
i Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc. 


} Sold by All Druggists > 
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‘‘Aren’t You Coming Along ?”’ 
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This clever pic- 
ture, in full colors, 
11X14, mounted 
on a heavy mat, 
ready for the 
frame, sent pre- 
paid for twenty- 
five cents. 
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THE EDUCATION OF THE WILL 


Authorized translation by Smith Ely Jelliffe, 
M. D., of the great work of Jules Payot, Rector 
of the Academy of Aix, France, which has passed 
through thirty editions since its first publication in 
French, fitteen years ago. It presents a masterly 
discussion of the evils that must be combated in 
training the will and of the possibilities that lie in 
its judicious education in connection with athletic 
exercise, intellectual labor, bodily hygiene; eat- 
ing, and drinking. It tells of the joys of work, of 
the help to be gained by reading good books, and 
of the influence of great men of the past. It is 
alive with inspiration on every page and no young 
man or woman but will be the better mentally, 
morally, and physically for reading it. 
r2mo, cloth, by mail, $1.62 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 
1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


ROMEIKE’S 


PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to- 
date."" Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 109 notices. 
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Wizard Repeating = 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious d (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 
or by mail, 506. Rabber covered Holster, 0c. With Pistol, 55e. Money 
order or postage stamps neo co 


in 
Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave.. Dept. E, Brooklyn, NY. 


7. >= J 
Inventions Commercialized 
on cash and royalty basis Inventors should write at once. 


ADAM FISHER MFG CO., 
2111 Railway Exchange St. Louis, Mo. 











What They Laugh At Abroad 














The man outside (after five minutes’ hard 
struggle): It’s no good, Alf, I don’t believe 
we shall ever git this bloomin’ thing in. 

The man inside- -Git it in? Damme, I’m 
trying to get it out!- -Printer’s Pie (London). 
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“Your ’usband wears ’is ’air very short, 
dont ’e, Mrs. Biff?” 
“Yus—the coward!”—Tailer (London). 

















Fishing in Troubled Waters 
“Had any luck?” 
“Nearly caught a 12-pounder.” 
“What—pike?” 
“No. ‘H.E.’!”—Bystander (London). 











If you can drawa 
little and want to 


draw more, you 
have an opportunity 
to learn at small 
expense to yourself 





Eugene Zimmerman 
has an established reputa- 
tion as a cartoonist. 


He has put some of the 
tricks of his trade into 


a book, 


Cartoons 
and 


Caricatures 


bound neatly in 34 morocco, 
which will be sent to you pre- 
paid on receipt of $1.00. 


ZIM BOOK 


9-1 Brunswick Building 


225 Fifth Ave. New York 




















pi: 
do 
hi 
It 


fo 


re 


yo 
au 


Sa 




















1G 
| 
| 
: 





W)eraa 


September 1, 1917 





Passing the Mustard 

















Worried—‘I don’t know what I’ll do if 
‘my boy has to go to war.” 

“J wouldn’t worry so much if I were 
you. Perhaps he won’t be drafted.” 

“ “— know, but I just can’t bear the 
thought of him ever having to go.” 

“That is a fear that all mothers have to 
face. Has your son registered?” 

“Dear me, no, not yet. But I’m just 
worried to death for fear that some day 
he will be called away from me.” 

“How old is your boy?” 

“Just six months old yesterday, and the 
loveliest boy that ever was born.” — Detroit 
Free Press. 


Comfortably Convinced—‘Do you 
believe in reincarnation?” 

“Ves,” replied Miss Cayenne. 

“Then you have studied the subject?” 

“No. I like the idea so well, I’m afraid 
that if I studied it I might not feel so sure 
about it.”,—Washington Star. 


An Exception—‘ My principle is to let 
every detail of one’s life be open to all.” 

“Well, wouldn’t you make an exception 
in favor of mosquito window screens! ’’—Bal- 
timore American. 


erved Him Right—‘ Your brother has 
the earache.”’ 

“Tt serves him right,’ answered the small 
boy’s sister. ‘‘Teacher has told him time 
and time again he ought not to play the 
piano by ear.’’—W ashington Star. 


Hopelessly Outclassed—‘‘Does your 
dog ever growl?”’ 

“No. He knows that my husband has 
him hopelessly outclassed.”” — Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


Amended—Wi ife—How many times have 
I told you not to play poker? 

Hub—But, my dear, I won last night. 

Wife—Well, why didn’t you say so be- 
fore?—Buffalo Express. 


Jennie’s Idea—The callers were staying 
very late, and little Jennie, who had become 
very tired, finally said: - 

“Mamma, hadn’t all of us better go to bed 
so Mr. Brown’s folks can go home.’’— 
Har per’s Magazine. 


“Unless’”’—The convicted man had just 
received his sentence and was being led out. 

“Poor man, is there anything I can do for 
you?” asked a sympathetic woman from the 
audience. 

“No, mum,” said the prisoner, “unless 
you'd like to do this three years.’’—Detroit 
Saturday Night. 


Steel Plates—‘“ John,” said Mrs. Jen- 
kins, looking up from the evening paper, 
“you know how many dishes Kate has 
broken lately?” 

“Yes,” said John, “what of it?” 

“Well,” continued the lady, “there is 
something in the paper about steel plates. I 
don’t know just what they are, but I should 
think they might be indestructible.”— 
Liverpool Post. 
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By James Montgomery Flagg 
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the Girl 
Behind 
the Smile? 


OU can meet your 
favorites informally in 
the columns of FILM 
FUN. Besides their chatty 
stories and the striking pic- 
tures of the new features 
soon to be released, you'll 
find the magazine full of 
laughter and fun all its own. 


FILM FUN 


10 cents a copy $1.00 a yea> 


Published by 


LESLIE-JUDGE CoO. 
225 Fifth Avenue - - New York 


FILM FUN J9-1 
225 Fifth Ave., New York 


Enclosed find $1 Please send FILM FUN for one year to 


Name 
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Flattery—An editor, apropos of William 
Dean Howells’s 80th birthday, said: 

““Mr. Howells is as modest as he is gifted. 
His publisher once showed him a sketch for a 
prospectus that praised him warmly. Mr. 
Howells drew his pencil through certain overwarm 
adjectives, and said that they made him feel like 
the young widow. 

“A young widow, he explained, had carved 
on her husband’s tombstone when he died the 
inscription: 

““*Sacred to the memory of John Doe, who 
departed this life in the 57th year of his age, 
bitterly regretting he must leave the most beauti- 
ful and best of wives!” —Philadelphia Bulletin. 


Hole in Germany’s Pocket—‘ Germany’s 
claim that she imports nothing, buys only of 
herself, and so is growing rich from the war, isa 
dreadful fallacy.”’ 

The speaker was Herbert C. Hoover, chair- 
man of the American Food Board. 

“Germany,” he went on, “‘is like the young 
man who wisely thought he’d grow his own 
garden-stuff. This young man had been digging 
for about an hour when his spade turned up a 
quarter. Ten minutes later he found another 
quarter. Then he found a dime. Then he found 
a quarter again. 

“““By gosh,’ he said, ‘I’ve struck a silver- 
mine,’ and, straightening up, he felt something 
cold slide down his leg. Another quarter lay at 
his feet. He grasped the truth: There was a hole 
in his pocket.” —W ashington Star. 


Aroused His Suspicions—A well-known 
business man who was lately married, says Billy 
Blair, took out some life insurance last 
Thursday. Coming up town Monday morning 
he was accosted by one of his friends with the 
salutation: 

“What’s the matter, old man? 
worried.” 

“Well, to be honest with you, I am. You 
know, I took out some life insurance last 
Thursday.”’ 

“Yes,” replied the sympathetic friend, ‘but 
what has that to do with the woe-begone expres- 
sion on your face?” 

“Well, the very next day after I had it 
written my wife bought a new cook book. Pos- 
sibly it’s all right, but it certainly looks sus- 
picious.”—Kansas City Star. 


You look 


The Repeater—Representative Campbell, 
of Kansas, said in a recent address in Leaven- 
worth: 

“The corrupt man is always a stupid, ignorant 
man. 

“A corrupt 
Wama. 

“*What am I arrested fur?’ he asked. 

“*Vou are charged,’ said the officer, ‘with 
having voted eight times.’ 

“*Charged, hey?’ muttered the prisoner. 
‘That’s queer. I expected to be paid for it.’” 
St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 


voter was arrested once in 


Try This at Your Own Risk—“ My wife 
wants me to go shopping with her. I don’t see 
how I’m going to get out of it.” 

“If she were to send you back to your office 
after less than an hour of shopping and told you 
she would never take you on such an expedition 
again, you would consider yourself repaid for 
your trouble, wouldn’t you?’’ 


ee 


“Certainly. But. how am I going to do 
that?” 

“‘Let her catch you flirting with a fascinating 
girl clerk.’”’—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


A Regular Kaiser.—‘The Kaiser is g 
queer customer,” said Jacob Schiff, New York 
banker and philanthropist, during a Cooper 
Union debate. “The more the German people 
ask of him the less he gives them. 

“The way the Kaiser has treated the German 
people about this business of universal suffrage 
reminds me of the Blue Mill. 

“The hands of the Blue Mill, you know, 
waited on the owner and told him they wanted 
shorter hours. 

“*Very good,’ said the owner. ‘Your wish 
shall be granted, men. We'll begin with short 
dinner hours.’ ”’—Washington-Star. . 


A Quick Miss—Carelessness in putting his 
words together was the downfall of a young man 
at a local theater. When the curtain went up 
for the first act he found that the hat of a young 
lady in front of him obstructed his view of the 
stage. Wishing to see the performance, he said 
to her: 

“T want to look as well as you.” 

“Do you?” she inquired. 

“Certainly!” he replied. 

“ Ah, then, you will have to alter your face a 
great deal,” was the crushing retort.—Chicago 
News. 


Too Much Natural History—In a detach- 
ment of Confederate soldiers captured near 
Warrenton, Virginia, several prisoners, by a 
freakish coincidence, bore names that resembled 
those of animals. The sergeant at the desk, a 
testy, fussy fellow, eyed them crossly. 

“Your name!”’ he snapped to the first. 

“Fox.” 

“Next!” 

“Bhaer,”’ was the reply. 

The sergeant sniffed and glanced at the third. 

“Wolfe,” said the soldier, and his interrogator 
gave him a sharp look. 

“Next!” he shouted; and he turned a dark 
red when the stolid answer came, “Campbell.” 

The sergeant knew well enough that they 
were not tricking him, for those were not the 
days of tricks, and the tired faces were impassive. 

“And what do you call yourself?” he asked 
another tall Johnny in ragged gray. 

“Lyon,” the fellow responded sadly, whereat 
the officer threw down his pen and shouted with 
good-natured laughter. 

““Go order some cages built?’ he roared to 
a private. “We've got to shut up a whole 
blamed menagerie in the camp!’’—Youth’s- 
Companion. 


Had to Wait—M anager (to late messenger) 
-You’ve been away over half an hour, and only 

had to go round the corner! 

Messenger—Please, sir, a man dropped half 
a crown in the gutter? 

Manager—And did it take half an hour to 
find it? 

Messenger—No, sir, but I had to wait till the 
man went away.—Pearson’s Weekly. 


Investigation Necessary—First credil man 
—How about Jones of Pigville Centre? 

Second Credit Man—He always pays cash, 0 
we don’t know how honest he is.—Boston Globe. 





Mumm TE 


INNA 











CH YtHAUN STAAL 














ese aaa 


| pee NANA AMA it il A AAA Ai a | 


(Fact That Puts Fiction To The Blush | 


10 do Who Was He—this lonely figure standing on the r rampart of a castle on an island off the coast 


of France who personifies one of the greatest mysteries, one of the most inexplicable crimes of 
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